Oxfords Lamentation 
DIALOGUE 


OXFORD 


A N D 


LOND ON: 
Concerning the Diſſolution 


OT FTFEBS 


Parliament. 


Jo. March . 168] 


| Hat is the Pomp and Glory of this World? 
Cafe Vow {ſoon is all into Confuſion hurPd =: 
I, who in Pride, held up my Head of late, 
With ſo much Joy, Expectancy and State, 
Seeing my Siſt:r Cities of the Land, 
Like Servants, at a diſtance from me ftand 
Whilſt 1 Exalted was by King: ahd Courr, 
Am on a ſudden made Dame Fortuge's Sport ; 
And with one Breath am to rhe Ground thrown down, 
My Pomp, my Pride, and Glory all is pvne : 
One puff of Royal Fire away has ſent 
My Hopes together with the Parliament : 
Was it for this I laid out ſo much coſt, 
To have my Glory in a moment loſt ? 
But few Days ſince my Conduits did ran Wine, 
And now as faſt they run with Tears ſalt Brine. 
London. What ho ! what ſad Nymph hear I thus complaing 


' That makes me my ſalt ſhowre of Tears refrain : 


tn 7 decetv'd, or may 1 my £yes traſt, 

1s it my Siſter Oxford in the Deſt ? 

She who had Rob'd me of my chief Content, 

My Heope, my Love, my Foy, my Parliament ? 
Oxf. O Siſter Zomdor it is I you fee, 


As ſorrowful as e're was Niobe ; 


And now the King and Parliament are gone, 
Like her I weep, ull I am chang'd to ſtane. 
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Cre <Is, 


IVould you fo ſoon Kill ns with your &m 


' His Body's gone, 4 


Lond. 7Þo* you hai rob'd me of my Hope ant y, 

And ſourht with Pride my Comfort _ ation : Fo = 

Tut ſince my King had will'd you to be great, | 

7 did with Tears and with fad Fleart ſubmit ; 

IV hen 1 rejign'd my Love, and gave you or . 
«cet 
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Oxf. Oh !. name no your Love, behdld my. Yes: 


 They't witneſs that his Death was my ſurprize ; 


My Sadneſs, Tears, and Mourning are too true, 

I nas a Lovers pangs as well as you. ' 

Againſt me all my Sifters'will be beat, 

And *cwill me of my ſhort-Liv'd Parliament, 

A mcer Zphemerox Lover, of a Day, ©. -—— 

Appear'd, ws ſeen, then Vaniſhed ay 4 7 j 
{pring, 
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A* Muſbrump, that in one Night up 

Garher'd ith* Morn, a Sallad for a King 2 
The Peoples Repreſenuves:are but Men / þ 

Set up by Kipgs,':to be Tip'd down agen \ 

But Oh! my Heart is full, I cannot ſpeak, vo 


At me with-Scars, I ſee your Head yoo thake } 

P:e lay me dowa by Silver /þs ſide, | 

And with my Tears increaſe her Chryſtal Lyde. 
Lund. 4h ! mournful Nymph yodtdo nut gtjeve alone, 

'] weep as well as you owr Lover com, -. © 

Beloved Thames makes Maffck to my ffoh, 

And with ſad voice my ſide runs murmuring by. 

All England weeps, awd doth in Sack-cloath Groan, 

Humber, Trent, Dee, Severn, a#4 Meadway moas 

The loſs of our Dead Lover, and we find 

Onr numerous Citier, to his Memory kinds . 

7 hrouzhout the Lard, their Tears like Currents flow, 

And in ſad rurmuring ſighs they tell their woe. * 

- Oxf. Oh ! Siſter when ſhall ever we be ſped ? 

How foon' have we ſeen two dear Lovers dead, 

As if the Plagge, or Murrain, they had got, 

They dye like Sheep that's Killed with the Rot. 


 Athit-me now Melpomeny to Weep, 


Oh! my dear Muſes are you all aſleep - 
Yau that e're while melodiouſly did Chant, 
Have you no Elegy left fit for Complain ? 
Hang up your Harps upon the Willow-Tree, 
And ſit -you down and weep, and weep with me. - 
Lond. /Vith you my doleful Siſter, [le boar part, 
For I am orievwd as well as you at Heart : | 
Let us Embalm with Tears oar {over dean, 
JV hoſe Soul is now among the People fled : 
HOW We weep, 
For ever laid :n an Eternal Sleep: © 
HPeep Siſters of this IN and ne'r give Ore, 
For 'tis in vain to Hope fe Lover mare : 
IVe ne'r a true kind Lover Fre ſbell Wed, 
Some evil Deron ftrikes owr Zovers dead ; 
ind no one with us cre AO ftq,. f 
Till Raguel drives the Evil-Spirit avey. 
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" Prizaed for T. Benskgn, in St. Brides Church- Yard 1681. 


